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about, let me know at once. . . . Well see howjmy,
mongoose is before we go/*
They entered the stable. Maud had been in there
many times since the horse was stolen. Nobody had
disturbed the hutch. Nobody therefore yet shared
the secret of the foot-prints underneath it. Now that
Lochinvar M'Whizzle had made such a boggle of the
search, she reflected, she might perhaps allow some-
body to stumble across this rather important clue.
But that somebody should not be the famous Chief
of the Secret Police* What a contemptible spectacle
the man had made of himself yesterday 1 And the
puzzling feature was that nearly all Singapore revered
his ability, or said they did. Even Mr Templeton
was now showing symptoms of trying to find excuses
for yesterday's revelations. It was unfortunate, so
her mind travelled inconsequently, that her mother
had taken such a bitter dislike to Mrs Nixon.
Her reverie was interrupted by the appearance of
that lady herself at the stable door.
" They told me you were at the stables, so I came
straight on/' said the old lady, advancing. She shook
hands and looked approvingly at the curtsying Nelly.
" Will you come to tea this afternoon? "
"May I?"
"Alec has another of his attacks of indigestion/*
said Mrs Nixon. " After yesterday's happening at the
only M'Whizzle's, I'm sure I don't wonder at it"
" It was rather awful, wasn't it?" Maud laughed
" Am I a cure for indigestion, then?"
" No/' said the old lady, drily. " Merely a counter-
irritant But never mind, youll come? "